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	1. Chapter 1

_BEWARE: A surprising lack of ships, spoilers for the whole game, totally not exact quotations because I have terrible memory, mild violence, shitty families, that one drunk guy in fuckin. Western town I need to learn the name, first person present tense, probably some people swearing, bread, mostly American-English because I'm from 'Murica, and Popoño hell._

_Hey guys (those who are still there)! I am NOT dead! You see. I was trying this thing where I'm like. Writing the whole story and then posting it? But I write slow as hell, you see. Also I lost inspiration for most of my fanfictions. Whoops! (I do write my own stories though...even though my fictionpress is not active either.) __Oh yeah but like. I'm still writing this in . For some reason. That means it won't update regularly, but I'll try to be quick I guess._

_Shit, I have a lot to say. Last thing though! __So like. The title is not all that clever I guess. I'm just bad at titles. It comes from the song "In His Eyes" (I think?) from Jekyll & Hyde. (Great musical btw.) I guess that was really important to say._

* * *

><p>I don't know how long I have been sleeping.<p>

I don't remember who I am, what I'm supposed to be doing, or where I am. The ice...The ice is familiar. I must have come from there.

Four people surround me.

One, a female with puffy brown hair and mostly yellow clothing. (Pretty. I do not know her intentions although she seems to be kind.)

Two, a smaller male with a blue hat and a smile on his face. (Appears to be friendly.)

Three, a taller man with an orange shirt, a brown jacket, and a really tall hat. (Most likely good.)

Four, (standing closest to me) a feminine male with glasses and curled hair. (I do not know his intentions.)

(He is quite interested in me.)

"She's awake," the man with curled hair tells the others.

They are excited.

Although I may be capable of movement, the man with curled hair picks me up (this is strange) as if he's going to take me out of this place. I could fight him since I do not know who he is. However, he could be someone I once knew.

I allow him to take me until I make my decision.

Other men come in. Men with weapons.

There are not supposed to be weapons here! (I do know that. But who decided this rule?)

All of the men are dressed in similar coats with dark glasses so that I cannot see their eyes. And they wear hats. And they still have the weapons, which are not allowed. (The weapons should be taken from them, I think.)

The man with curled hair puts me down and allows me to stand on my own. He goes in front of me. (Is he trying to get harmed?)

There is a man that is in control. His hair resembles...something that I cannot remember. His hair sticks out a lot, and he wears dark glasses as well. (Of a different style.) He wears blue, like the other men he controls, but it's a different style too.

The two men (with strange hair) are in an angry discussion. They keep talking about "the girl" (me or the woman in the yellow jacket), but they look at me a lot. I must be the subject.

The man with the messy hair and the blue jacket wants me to come with him. The man with curly hair wants me to come with him. I think they hate each other.

The weapons are making me uncomfortable.

I decide to go with the man with the messy hair and the blue jacket. This makes the man with the curly hair very unhappy.

The men (in the blue jackets and weird hats and dark glasses) take me away from the area...which I cannot remember.

Everything in this world is strange and covered in some white powder. No, not powder. It is cold to the touch.

There are other humans (am I human?) who get nervous when we come near. I cannot tell if it is because of me or the other men. Both?

I am taken into a weird large vehicle. It is green and can fly.

There are even more men in blue jackets and weird hats and dark glasses inside of the vehicle.

I realize that I can speak like the other people. I have not tried it yet, but I know I can.

I don't.

The man with the messy hair and the blue jacket takes me away from the other men. He starts to talk to me.

"What's your name, girl?"

I stay silent.

"Do you remember anything?"

I don't answer.

This is incredibly rude. I don't know why I'm not talking. I suppose I just don't trust the man.

"Damn it." The man is talking to himself now, so I cannot hear what he is saying (he is too quiet). He does not appear to be happy, and I doubt his looks are deceiving me.

There is a weird shift. I think this vehicle is in the air now.

One of the men in the blue jackets and weird hats comes and talks to the man with the messy hair. (It is too quiet for me to hear.) The man with the messy hair and the jacket is annoyed and tells me, "Stay seated on that stool, and don't get in the way. I'm busy; I'll deal with you later."

I sit on the stool and do not do anything.

The vehicle makes a lot of weird shakes. I think the man with the messy hair and the blue jacket is talking to people inside another vehicle.

(He has been addressed as Bronev. I will call him that as well.)

The people of the other vehicle want Bronev to let me go to their vehicle. I think the man with the curly hair must be there.

Bronev and the man with curly hair hate each other. I think Bronev is attacking him and his friends through the air.

Why do they have so many weapons?

Eventually, the weird shakes stop. They must be associated with the weapons in the air.

How do they work?

The man with the tall hat and the younger boy with the blue hat come into the place. I look at them but do not do anything.

Bronev tells them, "I am Leon Bronev." Then he tells them that he is the leader of Targent. (I think that is a dangerous club.)

Bronev calls the man with the tall hat "Layton", so I will also call him that.

The men (and boy) are arguing a lot, and I do not like it.

Disobeying my orders, I get off of the stool and get in the way.

"Everybody, stop!" I yell at them.

My head hurts, and there's a weird shake through the whole vehicle.

Then I fall asleep again.


	2. Chapter 2

_Sometimes I wonder if Aurora has a dick. _¯\_(ツ)_/¯

_(See more below!)_

* * *

><p>Layton is holding me. And I am in the air.<p>

We are no longer in the vehicle, but he is hanging onto a rope(?) attached to the vehicle. The boy is there, too.

I know by now that I do not trust Bronev very much, but I don't know how I feel about these people. I don't like being held this way, either.

Layton is distressed when I try to get out. I finally pull his hand from me and fall down into the plant life below me.

Should I have been hurt?

I did not feel much as I land. Some of the tree branches snap when I land on them. There is one big enough to hold me. I hang onto it as I decide what to do.

In the end, I jump down from the tree. There are now leaves in my hair, which I take out as I am walking. My steps are very loud because of the branches on the ground. Despite this, no one finds me.

There is a small town near the trees. Fish are everywhere, and the people look at me as if I'm weird. I am pretty different from them, I think.

I do not know much about my looks other than this: I wear a pink dress, my hands are pale, and my hair is very long.

There is something of interesting in this town; I know it.

I think I am asleep again. But I am still slightly aware of the noises around me. Yelling, splashing...I feel like I am moving.

Something feels familiar even though I cannot tell where I am.

Someone is talking. Is that me? It does not sound like my voice?

Other people are talking. Layton, and the man with curled hair.

I fall asleep again. I must stop doing that!

When I wake up, though, I am fully aware of everything going on.

Yes, the place is familiar...It is all in a dark teal, and I am on stone. There are glowing bits in the shape of...a map, I think...of the whole planet. (This planet?)

(I know there are many others.)

The man with curled hair and Layton are helping me stand up. I can see the boy with the blue hat and the woman in the yellow jacket.

The men are asking me who I am and if I remember anything.

"I don't...I don't know who I am," I tell them.

"Earlier, you told us your name is Aurora," says Layton.

Aurora...That sounds right, I think.

He adds, "And that you were some sort of emissary for the Azran people. Do you have any recollection of that?"

"No..."

"Do you know what this place is?" The man with curled hair looks around.

Once again: "No."

The man with curled hair examines the map. "There's Azran writing here. I could translate it, but it will take some time."

"I can read it," I offer. And I can; I understand that language, too. I suppose that means I really am from Azran.

"Go ahead."

I look at the words written on the wall and begin to read them aloud. It is an old story that sounds familiar. The story is about the Celestial King and his five children, the Riders of the Sky. They were separated around the world.

"I believe the Riders of the Sky refer to the five Azran keys, which are nicknamed the 'Azran eggs'," the man with the curled hair says. He adjusts his glasses before he continues. "Rutledge mentioned them in his book, Ancient Histories. They are said to unlock the Azran legacy..."

That, I recognize, but I do not know what the legacy truly is.

"The eggs were spread around the world. I believe this may be a map showing where to find them."

Everyone is interested in the idea, and the man with curled hair asks me if I think this is correct.

"It makes sense. I...think you are right."

"We could find these eggs and figure out what the legacy is." The man with curled hair clears his throat and looks back at the other people. "If you would like to come along, of course. It could take months; these are in places I have never even been before."

They agree to begin making arrangements for the trip, and the man with curled hair takes note of the map.

"We only have to get Aurora to the Bostonius without Targent finding us," says Layton. (Is that a town or a vehicle?)

I follow them out of the Azran map area. I must have walked on the water to get here, but the others are able to do it too. We make our way back to the town.

We come towards a place where they are selling fish, but they direct me to another street. That does not work, apparently. Then we go back to the fish place, and the boy in the blue hat (Layton has addressed him as Luke, and I will call him that, too) tells me to hide behind some boxes of fish. I sit behind the boxes and listen to the people talking.

I can tell they are arguing with some of the Targent people. After their conversation, Luke comes and tells me to follow him.

We end up going into a vehicle like the one belonging to Bronev, but this one is smaller and a different color.

There is another man on the ship, and I have never seen him before.

The man with curled hair says, "Aurora, this is Raymond, my butler. Raymond, this is the girl; her name is Aurora." After a pause: "Oh! Forgive me; I realized I never introduced myself to you. I'm Professor Desmond Sycamore."

I shake his hand, and he makes a quiet comment about how cold my hand is.

The others introduce themselves, too. Layton is Professor Hershel Layton, Luke is Luke Triton, and the woman in the yellow jacket is Emmy Altava. Raymond does not have a last name or a title.

"Raymond, send us to London, please. We should head there to make whatever arrangements we need. This could take months, perhaps even a year. You have to be prepared."

The vehicle (Bostonius?) goes into the air.

I realize it is a strange feeling to be in the air, especially when the vehicle is going up at first.

The trip is filled with a lot of conversation. I cannot say anything interesting since I still do not remember anything about who I am.

Luke Triton is excited to be bringing me to London. This is the town everyone lives in, and he loves the place.

The Bostonius lands. (Landing has an equally weird feeling.)

There are plenty of similar vehicles around us. I follow the others outside, and we enter this London place.

* * *

><p><em>(Cont.) What if one of the golems who made Aurora just...decided to put a penis on her.<em>

_And the others are like, "Why? She doesn't need any genitals except for an asshole and something to pee with."_

_And then that one is like, "No bro I know what I'm doing." __Because the golem just really likes dick jokes._


End file.
